WATER      UNDER      THE      BRIDGES
CHAPTER XI
W
HEN I got to London I was attached to the new Contraband
Section of the Foreign Office, which worked in the ballroom.
By a curious coincidence I found myself placed at a table
between two other "Neviles," Butler and Bland, both spelling their
names as I do (from the punning motto of the Fane family, "Ne vile
fano"), instead of the more usual form of Neville. The work was not
particularly exciting, but I was greatly impressed by the ability of some
of the junior Foreign Office clerks, such as Orme Sargent and Hughe
Knatchbull-Hugessen, our Ambassador in Turkey since the beginning
of the present war, and whose particular job at that time was coal. My
area of the world was Scandinavia, and I either conceived the idea or
had it suggested to me of buying up the annual catch of Norwegian
herrings, which otherwise went to Germany and constituted a con-
siderable food supply for Germany outside the reach of our blockade.
I gave the scheme the slogan of "a blockade within a blockade," and it
was taken up with great vigour by the energetic and capable head of
our Contraband Department, Alwyn Parker, who secured the support
of the Admiralty and War Trade Department for it. Having played
a leading part in its initiation, Parker took me with him when we made
our first onslaught on the Treasury with a view to securing its adop-
tion. It was a complete failure: Edwin Montagu, who was then
Under-Secretary at the Treasury, tore the scheme to pieces, treated it
as infinitely too costly (£10,000,000 was what the Norwegian herring
industry was asking), and refused to recommend it to the Chancellor
of the Exchequer.
The undauntable Parker returned, however, to the charge and with
the strong support of other Government Departments, particularly
the Admiralty, we went back to the Treasury this time to see the
Chancellor himself, Reginald McKenna. On this second occasion
everything went like hot cakes and had, of course, been agreed upon
beforehand! After we had read to him a brief memorandum setting
forth the beauties of the scheme, which included feeding the German
prisoners on salted herrings (which in the end they refused to eat),
Reginald, puffing a large cigar, asked us how much we wanted. We
told him £10,000,000. He thereupon turned to one of his secretaries
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